112                THINGS ANCIENT AND MODERN

I used to write in metres of the classical variety,

Hexameters, Tetrameters, with very scanty rhymes,
Long diatribes stuffed full of immorality, impiety,

Erotica, Sympotica, Psychology of Crimes;
How lucky that my efforts never struggled to publicity,
For now I've given UJD my Paganistic eccentricity,
A prodigal I seek again the fold of canonicity,
Cry sacre on Anacreon and daily read The Times.1

Eton, the home of Hookham Frere and Praed and
Canning, has every right, and indeed the duty, to
continue the tradition of humorous verse, and College
in particular, where the name of J. K, Stephen is
honoured for other reasons, should not forget the
most brilliant of our parodists. Academic light
verse is, I think, peculiarly English in character, and
Quiller-Couch and Godley did much to keep the
torch burning at Oxford: their works are, or should
be, in the hands of all who care for such things: Eton
and Oxford combined to inspire Sir William Anson,

1 The following sonnet, found among his papers after he was
killed, seems to me worthy of preservation, both for his sake and
its own:

If I should die, be not concerned to know

The manner of my ending, if I fell
Leading a forlorn charge or crouching low,

Strangled by gas or shattered by a shell;
Nor try to see me in this death-in-life

Of filth and stinks and oaths and mud and sweat,
Cold in the dark upon the edge of strife,

Bored and afraid, irresolute and wet.
But if you think of me remember one

Who loved good dinners, curious parody,
Swimming and lying naked in the sun,

Latin hexameters and heraldry,
Athenian subtleties of " &j "s and " r<H "s,
Beethoven, Botticelli, beer and boys.